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The years roll on; they pass me by, 
Nor take me with them to their bourne: 
Once more beneath the Winters sky, 
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The passing of the year we mour 
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| The years roll on, they pass me by, 

| Nor take me with them to their bourne; 
Once more beneath the winters sky, 

| The passing of the year we mourn. 
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Swift falls the snow, kind natures pall, 
Chill blows the wind; the chill of death 
Ts slowly settling over all; 


The old year stalks, a whitened wraith. 


THE PINES LOW SIGHS, THE BIRDS SWEET NOTES, 
THE DULLED MURMURING OF THE STREAMS, 


WHICH FROM THE WOODLAND -SWEETLY FLOATS, 


ARE LIKE TRE MELODIES OF DREAMS.» 
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